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“The fact that they were not invited to compete in the recent Six Days’ Go-as-you-please Contest seems to nave left a sting in ihe bosoms of certain 


GO AS YOU PLEASE. 


individuals not entirely unknown to readers of the ‘Hatr-Houipay.’ In order to console the disappointed ones, Poor Pa undertook the task of getting up a one 
hour race, in which all persons connected with the Sloper Family should be allowed to compete. The affair took place at the Agricultural Hall, under Pa’s 
own personal patronage. At the end of ten minutes, every cumpetitor had either retired in search of drinks or was laying on the track exhausted.”’—Tootstt. 


THE TABLES TURNED. THE OLD DOG 


—_—— 


] : ; pe re Ox J) “WHEN,” according tothe many chronicles of crime, “ Mr. 

a Charles Drew, junr., arrived at vears of maturity, he became 

acquainted with one Elizabeth Boyer, who was a woman of 

so much art that most people thought he would marry her , 

and when she urged him to it, he said, * Betsy, let us stay a 

little longer; it will be worse for both of us if Ido it now, 

for my father will certainly disinherit me:*to which she 
replied, ‘| wish somebody would shoot the old dog.” 

| These words were overheard in the month of January, 

| 1710. and during February, Mr. Drew the elder was found 

murdered in his house. We next hear of Charles Drew 

| falling into the company of some smugglers at Chelmsford, 

among whom was “one Eimphreys, a hardened villain, 

ealeulated for the execution Gf any desperate enterprise.” 

Drew promised to settle two hnndred pounds a year upon 

this man, besides giving hima large sum down if he would 

kill his father, Humphrevs consented after some hesita- 

tion. and with a gun lowded with slugs, they approached 
' the poor old gentleman's house about eleven at night. 

| Tt was agreed that Drew was te keep ir the background 

| while Humphreys knocked at the door, > sked for the old 

man, and shot him as soos as he appe cred. 

“Hurrah! hurrah! hanged if it hasn't won, Mabel ! * Threw his betting-book at his victim's feet, cave ' (having ale dere peaketey fhe i wads Ath EL i a 

A twenty to one chance rolled home, and I with ten ,  a8hrill whistle, at the same time raising the cry of that, at the last, his courase failed lim. and threw dawn fis 

shillingson it! Ten pounds clear. Hold on, old girl “Welsher!" and in the space of two twos our hero gun. On this, youn, Drew bidding him keep silence, on 

Wwuile I rake in the mopusses !” i * coolly turned round— was more dead tgu alive. pain of death, took up tie weapon and went tu the house 


Hurmnplness 


d when his father opened it, shot him dead, The crime 

ited, Drew started for London, but some letters that had 
posed between him and Humphreys falling into the hands of the 
poles, the latter was arrested. Meauwhile, Drew made an appli- 
cuion forthe King’s pardon to any person except the one who had 
tually murdered his father; and an advertisement to that effect 
ied in the Leadon Gazette, another following it, in which 
tered a hundred pounds on the conviction of the murderer 


r Humphreys’ arrest, the suspicion of his guilt grew stronger, | 


and Drew changed his name to Roberts and kept in hiding, but 
sill eorvesponded with Humphreys, who had changed his name to 
Siuith, Some of these letters fell into the wroug hands, und he 
Was apprehended, 

In prison he tried to bribe a turnkey with an offer of half his 
fortune to allow him to escape, and signed a bond fora thousand 
pounds, Bur the turnkey betrayed him, and Humphreys being 
welmittedias King’s evidence, the parricide was hanged at Bury St. 
Rdinunds on April Qh, 1780, aged twenty-five, “amidst the greatest 
crowd of speetators that had ever assembled on such an occasion 
ju thet part of the country.” 

* * * ° * » 
From THE Boon STaInep Bower. 

Wile the ole galls cone upstares to putt on there thinks, Lav 
arst billiam ow it is both is heers ar on to the sides off is ed as 
per ushel, an’ no peaces is out off is back. Lav tell im it loox 
fichi. Heav sai,“ Awate the midnite our, Je well be hear!” He 
allud to the pirait cheef, Tam a-waltin’, 

(Nort week, Berry, Kevcutioner.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


aa 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose louse stamps. 


Where all are quod ‘tis hard to choose The best one, ARTHUR 
Lee, als far as we're concerned, our choice would rest with mumber 
three. Fheir glory has departed, DItN, They've sought out other 
clemes; Tis altogether useless, SAM, We're said so many times. 
It dovsn't matter, BARNARD HALL: We thank you, WILLIAM 
Woop; Pray rest assured, Miss LAknow, that We've doue the 
best we could, What nonsense, MAN OF CUMBERLAND, We do not 
call that sport; Wedo not know the rules, WULLOO, But fancy that 
you ought, Of course you win the wager, MOLE, The second quess 
was wrong; We cannot use your story, JESS, Its very much tov 

‘Tis always on the second page, You know that, LATTLE 
Ass; You would not be admitted, STOUR, Unless you'd got a pass, 
=~: 
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Will be paid te the nest-n(-kin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to mect 


with his or her death ina Racway Accident, in-any part of 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALE-LLOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
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published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 Welock, and the Insurance lasts one weet from that time, 
expiring at § wclock the fallowing Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=~ 
Magistrate, Wait a minute, witness, Do T understand you to 
gay that you were playing a game of chance known as “Nap? 
Witness. It weren't no game of chance, yer honour, it was bally 
certainty for the other bloke, ‘cus he'd got all the blooming cards 
up his sleeve. ** 


* SomE men will have their little joke, at anv cost. Said Badpun, 
meeting his friend Jolly boy in the street, * Hullo! old fellow, you 
look pale. What's up?" “Had rather a nasty turn,” was the re- 
sponse; “just seen Weakly ina fit” “Indeed!” answered B. ; 
“then, all i can say is, he must have changed his tailor.” 

=" 

Husband, You must change your laundress, my dear, 

Wife. Why? 

Hlushand. Vecause the strange cuffs and collars she sends me 
home are more frayed than my own,and quite unfashionable. Try 
one ina better neighbourhood. ¢ « 

2 


“WASTE not, want not.” Nobody believes in this more than 
our dear Tootsie. By the help of a few old blind laths and the 
muslin frock she wore at Gus Harris’ ball she has made as tine a 

of ment sereens for the whole court as you could wish for. 
What a wife that girl would make! 
* * 
* 
TH youthlet at his mirror, with his hand upon his chin, 
Stands gazing on his beardless face aud strokes his checks and 
chin, 
Why gazes he upon that chin with such a look of care? 
What means that grin upon his mug?) Tle sees—at last! a hair! 
ales Tut New BaILey. 
6 

Mistress, Oh, Mary, you can have those French kid boots of 
mine if you like, Pve only worn them out once, 

Maid, Beg parding, mum, but if you've bee and worn ‘em out, 
T don't see as how theyll be much good to me, CSufte reer.) I 
wonder how many times she'd like to wear outa thing before she 
eave itaway 2?) Mean old cat! ¢« « Y 
* 

“Let who will make a country’s laws; let me make its songs,” 
said the French poetry merchant. But Snarler says, iM he had the 
making of the luws, precious few bounders would care to take on 


sung neuufacture, e¢ 


+ 
During an interval in the valse, 
Miss Sharpshins, 1am surprised to hear you say you are fond 
of dancing. 
He, May V inquire why? 
Miss S. Because what we are fond of we generally do well, 


ad 
* 


Tiene is an advantage in sometimes being short sighted, Poor 
nstood gazing up at Flossie’s window, Tt was a still, ealm, 
June: noon, % Dear girl,” he said, “she is strewing tlowers 

her bedroom window to make a path of sweetness for me,” 
Sue wasn't! She was only a-chueking of her old curl papers down 
into the airy for the slavev,as she wanted something to light the 
tre wita to bile the kettle for tea, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 424.—The “ Oxford University Fencing Club” Costume, 


“Wonder what the fellows are 
staring at? Spade and pail, I 
suppose! What peculiar crea- 
tures!” 


HIS COMPLAINT. 
“Oh, Clara, I feel an aching void!" “ Poor 
fellow! you want your dinner.” 


A RAILWAY PEST. 
Swell (who is much annoved at cad smoking in non-smoking carriage). Look 
here, my man, I don’t iike smoking, 
Cad (coolly, lounciny back), Glad to hear it, guv'ner, ‘cos I ain't got another 
cigar about me to offer yon, 


NOT QUITE EXPECTED. } 
‘ I'm going to leave you, Charlie. Yon | OUR MODERN YOUTH. 
| “Got a bit of ‘bacea for the tooth, 
i 


Fnery 2?" 


forget vour old auntie, will you 7" 


~ You het I shall. 


(Saturday, June 11, 1892, 


“TI's a curious thing to note sometimes the great affection wi, 
eats have for horses. In the Guards barracks there's a cat that’ 
never so happy as when it’s in the stable watching the not, 
chargers of the gallant heroes.” This is all very well. We kro. 
to the contrary. Why the cat really feels so happy is because jy: 
ealeulating how many tons of meat they'd minke when boil 
down and how many ha‘p’orths on skewers could be made out ,,. 
each. * ; 


Mr. Brown, Look here, Mrs. Brown, someone has been to 3), 
cupboard again, and there is half a bottle of whisky gone. N.\ 
mark me, | won't have it! : 

Mrs. Brown, You're quite right, Mr. Brown: you won't have jr 
for | gave it ma this afteruoon to take home to poor dear pa, : 

 * 


* 

I MET Mackay Robertson outside the Strand, 
I asked, “ How goes biz.?" he said, “Eh. mon, it’s grand! 
The people, this weather, all dote upon Lamd, 
And to gaze upon Beatrice hither they cram,” 
I wasn’t surprised, for I'll candidly own, 
Though Niobe might have been turned into stone, 
The Jady who brings the Dunn household such strife 
Is charming enough to make stone into life. 

* 


* 
New Clerk. That’an ram name for the thin bloke in the Nvy. 
market. Wot do they call him Swallow for? 
Bovkmaker, ‘Cos ‘e seldom settles, cuss ‘im! 
ss * 


= 
BELINDA BLADDER seated herself at the piano, and ty; 
desisted until she had inflicted on them such torture as the j),. 
ventive Pawnee Indians might have envied. “ That.’ said \). 
adder, proudly, to the amiable Mr. Snarler, “is * Weber's [...; 
Yaltz.” And the dear old man grunted out, “Is it?) Well, | 
wish it was hers.” ** 


Mr, Softy. 1 wonder why a bride always has a train to he; 
dressing ! 
Mr. Grumbleton. To enable her to commence raéling as soon as 
the ceremony is over, of course. » « 
s 


THAT man must have been bad who, when he lay on his back 
looking up at the starlit sky, mistook it fora blue handkerci: 
with yellow spots, and wanted to pull it down to titillate his pro. 
boscis with. 2% 

* 


Stranger to London (in Regent's Park). Lor'a-mussy me, Garee' 
why doey they now have all the seats painted red for the youn: 
‘oomen to sit down on? 

Garge. Seats be blinded, mother! It’s only the housemaid 
a-scated on the soldiers’ laps. Good many on ‘em, ain't there? 

ad 


* 

THE recklessness of the modern millionaire is really somethin: 
awful! It is said that Baron R—d, who was bent on beconis: 
an accomplished nigger minstrel, had actually twenty-seven bul 
locks killed before he could get what he really wanted for a pair 
of bones as corner man, oe 

« 


Smith. Young Flutter has offered to sell me his new watch st 
less than cost price. He's always selling things like that. How 
does he manage to sell a thing for Jess than he pays for it? 

Jones. He doesn’t. He never pays for anything. 

x 


* 

“ LUCINDA, since she has been engaged to Rudolpho, has ail her 
Garibaldis made buttoned up the back.” “But why up the boc. 
gommie/” © Because so that when he’s a-clasping of her tos. 
manly buzzum, there won't be any buttons there to spiile lis stir 
front.” e* 

* 
I NEVER met a beauteous helle, 

And winked at her the other eye, 

But some big chap, who knew her weil, 

Came up, and unto me let tly— 
Mong OR LESS. 


Cg 
a 


Fond Father, Papa's darling is better to-night, and the docivr 
says she may have anything to eat that she would like. 

‘Little Invalid. Oh, yes, papa! l should so like some sogsingers, 

lease. 
, Fond Father. Sausages, dear?) Oh, T shouldn't have sansay 
I were you—they make them out of dead donkeys, aud ail s 
hasty things. 

Little Invalid (after due consideration), Will they make you 
into sossiugers when you die, papa? 


s 
“Tg Mr. SLOPER in?” “I don’t know. What's yer busines: ?” 
“T’ve called about that little account—”" “Oh, no, he's out, and 
I] dou’t know when he'll be back ag'in.” 
* 


* 
Buster. You must really excuse me—I am such a bad inand at 
singing. 
The Funnyman. Try your foot, then. 
Buster, Unfortunately Iam equally ignorant of dancing. 


* 

“To meeting you at ‘Bodega,’ and giving opinion respecting 
certain port wine, 6s, 8d." —Ltract from SLOPER'S lawyer's (ust 
bill of costs. ee 

* 
The same old Strand Restaurant. 

Waiter. Please to remember the waiter, sir. 

Customer (who has been kept waiting half an hour fora chev), 
I'm not likely to forget him, nor the wretch that kept him waits. 

* 


* 
“WHAT wonderful faith Mrs. Newcome seems to have in lt 
husband!" “Yes; she’s ouly been marricd three months.” 
s. * 
« 
At the Cooking School, 
Lecturer, Take the tish and wash it well— ; 
Pupil, Well, thatis funny! Faucy having to wash a fish thr 
has lived all its life in the water 
s 
Jones, What are vou laughing at? 
Brown, Why, | just saw a fellow, who wasn’t looking where he 
was going, walk clean into that heap of mud, 
Jones, Did he walk clean out of it? 
Brown, We—eh ?—why, no, not much, 
= 


s 
Dame Nature has put on her new gown of green; 
The banks they are bonny, the sun lights the sheen 
Of river and brooklet ; the birds sing with glee 
Their new summer songs up in every tree, 
The cricketers scnd across every field, 
The tennis girls sing as their rackets they wield : 
And the! manager moans all the ghud summer diy, 
For the people won't come in to his matinee. 


* ‘ 
First Misogynist, Just look at that girl! How tightly she- 
laced in! Just imagine if she were obliged to run any distunee. 
Second Misogynist, Well, what of it?) You cannot deny tht 
possesses good staying powers. = « 
* 


“T wonpen whether, when T join the great majority.” said fe 
Eminent, “ whether a grateful pablie will erect astiatne tome. 
efligy may vet stand for centuries on acolumimn dike that of theo 
mortal Nelson.” And MeGooseley replied thuswise : & Stand. ° 
blooming counterpart of you would ever be doing anythi ; 
sort. Stand for centuries! why, it would be wanting to el! 
down ten minutes after it was set up, to sec if there was An In als 
about good for another boose,” [One drink less: 


Saturday, June 11, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT VERSAILLES. 


—_~— 


“avr are now," says the Rev. Mr. Trapp, in his history of the 
‘rs of the Kings of France, * come to that reign of seventy- 
a two years—of seventy-two 
years of crimes and disas- 
ters; for | reckon as pub- 
lic calamities the tifty 
years of detested glory, of 
oody renown which Louis 
XIV. acquired by murders, 
armed robberies, fire,sword, 
famine, desolation and the 
tenra of nations ruined, 
plundered aud reduced to 
despair.” 

Madame Katti Lanner 
has, happily, not selected 
any of these dismal inci- 
dents for the new ballet at 
theEmpire. The historical 
personages, too, who are 
Introduced do not go on 
very much like the real 
historical personages ; but 
surely in a ballet that can’t 
mattera bit. History gives 
a somewhat different ac- 
count of Louis’ relations 
with Mademoiselle de la 
Vallidre, though she did 
die at last a Carmelite nun 
at the age of sixty-six— 
a little sooner, perhaps, 
than in the ballet. 

According to the Lanner 
legend, a fete is being 
given in honour of the 
great Monarch at Versailles, 

ad among the gay assemblage is numbered a Viscount de Brage- 

loone, who in days past had been betrothed to Louise, Louise, 
however, bas Come to Court and forgotten him; indeed, worse than 
tout, she has fallen head over heels in love with the King, The 
Voscount appeals to her pathetically,and begs her to tly with him, 
Tut she doesn’t seem to see it. At length he insistson her naming 
the happy day, and, to get rid of him for a while, she bids him 
wait, wat till the elouds roll by, 

Now comes the King lovemaking. In rushes the Viscount, draws 
his sword, and js about to doa deed of rashness, when he, to his 
dhanay, recognizes His Majesty,and breaks his weapon in twoand 
woves himself up a prisoner. Louise, however, begs the King to 
spire him, which Louis does, but orders him off the premises. 

Tue next act or tableau is a very funny oue, representing a 
hearsal of 
rind bale 
ler bein got 
un for the 
Jeleetation 
o ‘Court. 
in this, the 
leading dae 
dies have 

oor two 
lithe goes in 
ut ol ane 
very 
mueh vs 
happens on 
the stage, 

In the 
third tab- 


lean the bale 
! 


Malvina Cavalazzi. 


other, 


Ks 
formed. su 
iho 
monly pret 
ty and fan 
eful one it 
is—as good, 
vr better, 
than anve 
thing Ma- 


dime Lane 
her has 
done, Too 
high praise 


can hardly 
he awarded 
thestuse pictures, In the end, as far as the story is concerned, 
the open admiration of the fourteenth Louis makes things 80 
warm for Louise with the Queen and the other ladies of the 
Court, that she determines to retire to a nunnery, and there you 
see her ina vision, 
_ The story is thin enough, but gives wonderful opportunities for 
filing in with effective business, There are very showy torchlight 
marchings and fencing, There are some wondrously pretty pages, 
and much showy stage grouping, The ballets in the last tableau, 
“The Aves,” in which childhood shines conspicnously, and “ The 
lrimphs of Flora,’ [ have already spoken of; and | must not 
forset the minuet daneed by Malvina Cavalazzi and Ada Vincent, 
Which is capital, The principal parts are ably performed by 
fettina de Sortis, who seems 
sweeter and prettier than ever, 
J. Vincent, Ada Vincent, Cava- 
lazzi, R. Johnstone, and De Vin- 
centi, the nimble legged one, 
The music is by Wenzel, and 
extremely good; and Wilhelm 
has done some good costumes, 

My old favourite, By the Sea, 
still keeps its place in the bill, 
andthe fun on the sands goes 
as well as ever; besides, a lot 
of new business has been intro- 
duced. [| must say T believe in 
some fun ina ballet, and Tam 
pleased to say that in this house, 
in both ballets, there are many 
smiles, 

Vanoni is well to the fore, 
and her song about “ Georzie” 
quite brings down the honse, 
besides making the bass violin- 
ist shift uneasily in his seat. 
The Kremo family come out 
strong, and so do the Brothers 
Huline in their different ways. 
Paul Cinquevalli holds his own 
and delights the audience by 
the cleverness of his tricks, 
his feat with the heavy cannon 
ball being especially good, 9s 
well as original, The Arabs 
have 2 good turn in more senses 
than one, aud show themselves 
E: especially clever in their postur- 
Knowles and the Roissets score, the latter especially so. This 
of pantomimists must be seen to be appreciated, The 
YTninind Quintette seems to baye eaught on well, 

‘oand see the Empire show. You will be well pleased, Tam 


Childhood, 


| one else, 
| those happy times.—Bos.) 


| boot each time—exactly on the same place, too, 
| once that if it hadn't been for the thirteen bob that came to him 
| on Saturday, he'd have thought the only tit things to serve writs 
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EASILY ACCOUNTED FOR. 

THE one was most divinely tall 
And most divinely fair, 

With pensive eyes of liquid blue 
And curly golden hair; 

With ruby lips and pearly teeth 
And well formed classic nose, 

A tiny mouth and shell like ears, 
Complexion like the rose, 

The other maid was short and fat, 
With hair of reddish tint, 

And deep set eyes of greenish hue, 
Which seemed inclined to squint. 

With coarse, cracked lips, uneven teeth, 
And nose which sought the skies, 

Complexion sallow, eyes and mouth 
Of most repulsive size. 

The first with all her beauty, though, 
Is pining still, unwed ; 

The other lately, by an earl, 
Was to the altar led— 

The pretty one was penniless, 
The other, though uncouth, 

Was rolling in spondulicks, or, 
lu other words, in ouf, 

——E 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himec!f, with passing observations and Jovt notes 
by his friends and relations.) 
CHAPTER X. 
1GO INTO THE WORLD, 

BETWEEN the age of fourteen and fifteen | went into the world. 

“Limust find a berth for the boy,” said my father, 

It sounded as if 1 was a sort of Nicodemus and wanted to be 
born again. 

“Tf 1 had the money IT should like ALLY to be in the Guards.” 

Alas! the cares of a family, the water-rates, the piles of tickets 
on which interest must be kept up, the loan-oftice—ng, it could not 
be done. 1 could not be in the Guards, 

(l should blooming well think not. If they had to set him up 
as junior partner in the bearskin and hearthstone line, it would 
have been quite as much as anyone, not altogether a born Bed- 
lamite, could have expeeted. The old man never had as much as 
a sixpence about him to scratch his eyebrows with.— McG.) 

It resulted in my—for a time—beinz brought up to the law. 1 
occupied a stool in Jonas MeClinker’s office. [had &8s.a week and 
what else | could pick up by serving an occasional writ. 

Writs in those days were very ditferent to what they are now— 
great awkward whacks of foolseap size; [ detest them, The writs 
of the dear old dead days were the most elegant strips of parch- 
ment, Times have changed, 

(Times have changed, and the old geezer finds it very different, 
having the paper shoved on to him instead of his doing it to some- 
He hadn't tasted the dear old salt butter of Holloway in 


I served two writs the first week T was engaged. I was rewarded 
with two and sixpence a-piece for doing it. 

(The old man doesn't say, though, that he had the order of the 
He has told me 


was extra double thick crocodiles.—MRs. SLOPER. ) 

I was net rich, it was true; still | was happy, and, having a well 
made tossing penny, could hold my own with the other boy in 
McClinker’s office when we went in fora ginger-beer and saveloy 
gamble, 

(By-the-way, I do not recommend the boys of the present day to 
induige in taking these luxuries together, J attribute my dyspepsi:t 
of later life to my having over indulged in these viands ; having to 


| rush violently toopen the door for clients, the internal disturbance 


was severe.—A, SLOPER.) 
It was in the worthy attorney's office that I developed a natural 


! stnartness into most unusual intelligence. 


(Quite right. | wonder what the Old Man wouldn't sneak if it 
Wasn't for the copvers.— McG.) 
(10 be continued next week.) 


WANDERING WILL. 

I've wandered through the town, maiden, 
I've gone adown the lea, 

But neer have I yet found, maiden, 
The heart that waits for me. 

I left her vears ago, maiden, 
Beside the fountain there, 

And she promised she'd return, maiden— 
Her heart was sweet as fair. 

Say, do you know her, maiden ?— 
She loved me long ago— 

Her hair was like the sun-gleam, 
Her brow like driven snow ; 

Her eyes like mountain lakes, maiden, 
Her voice as some sweet sony — 

Sav, do you know my love, maiden, 
The heart I've sought so long? 

Your speech T seem to know, maiden— 
Lift up your face to me— 

Those eves once looked in mine, maiden, 
Those lips *gainst mine should be, 

Art thou my own love, maiden? 
At last the truth | know, 

And, dear, through all those years of pain, 
You love as long ago. 

ee 


ON BRIGHTON PIER. 

THE old proverb which tells us that silence is golden may be 
held, after all, in too high esteem, especially, perher®, with the 
girl who goes on the pier in the afternoon, and, knowing that she 
mustn't be kissed in the broad, bright, vulgar daylight, expects the 
excitement to be made up out of the conversation, When it is 
proved by published statistics that the young men who succeed 
have, most of them, spent at least four months of the twelve in 
reading up, it will not be surprising that a duffer gets ploughed at 
his first reva voce, ; 

And Sam was anything but a talkative youth, and horribly ner- 
vous into the bargain. Ethel tried him with all the ordinary 
platitudes of conversation, but without avail. He remained per- 
tectly silent. Thinking he was of ascientific turn of mind, she 
tackled him about the electric railway and the binominal theorem, 
and by the time she had finished a prolonged disquisition on the 
theory and cause of storms, her pretty nostrils were fairly quiver- 
ing with emotion; but not a blessed word did he utter. As they 
passed Beale’s newspaper shop, in East Street, he gazed at the 
placards of the morning papers, and one of them seemed to inspire 
him with a happy thought. 

“T—ah !—see—er,” he said, languidly. 
down again.” : 

“Is it/” she murmured, dreamily ; and then, taking heart again, 
she tackled him afresh, but her task was still unsuccessful. Not 
another word did they say until they were right out in the far end 
of the pier, walking round and round the band-stand. At last, as 
there came a break in the music, he plucked up courage enough to 
say— 

*Ah!—or—Miss Ethel, when—er—may I—er—hope to have the 
—er—pleasure of—ah !—seving you!” , 

“When Orme'’s up again,” she replied with some asperity as, 
dabbing down her penny, she passed through the turnstile into the 
band-seats, 


“T—ah!—see Orme's 


good in the 
world except 
| when he saved 


? 
=o 


THE PRIDE OF THE PURPLE PLUMES. 


Nopopy denied that the = le Plumes” 
even the PEs would not deny it lt was 
was side , 
enough in 
that regi- 
ment to have 
availed — tor 
any ordinary 
four, even if 
the quartet 
had been 
made up of 
the Ist Life, 
the Dandy 
Fifth, the 
P.W.O. and 
the White 
Lancers. 

And the 
smartest 
man in’ the 
I. Pes was 
Private 
George Tre- 
vanion, 
Handsome ? 
R.A. used to 
ask him to 
sit to them 
for Apollo 
Belvidere. 
Larky?) His 
chevron was 
ho sooner on 
his arm than 
it was off. 
He had been reduced, goodness knows how many times, but, for 
all that, he was the pride of the P.IP.s. 

One day he was out with his troop for exercise on the Loamshire 
Downs. A couple of girls passed on horseback, 

* Eyes front, Trevanion {" growled the troop-sergeant-major, and 
the man riding next to him said, “By Jingo! that's the chiels 
daughter, the one that’s just left school.” 

The colonel’s daughter, who had returned his glance with one as 
larky, rode quickly onward, whilst: the company to which our 
hero was attached marched steadily on to their destination, Sud- 
denly the sergeant-major halts and listens, 

“Halt!” he cries, 

From afar came a woman's scream, The colonel’s daughter's 
horse had bolted, and was making across the Downs towards where 
the cliffs dropped down a sheer tive hundred feet to the sea, The 
I’.P.s were nut given to shuddering at danger or death, but they 
shuddered 
then. 

“Lean save 
her!" shout- 
ed Treva- 
nion, And 
then the 
sergeant. 
major sheut- 
ed, “Then, 
for God's 

sake, ride!” 
; The troop 
reined ina 
watched the 
irinyve race 
at angle 
towards the 
one point, 
the brink os 
the elit, The 
eweirl could 
ride, She 
wouldn't 
have been 
the dauchter 
of the CLO, 
of the PVs 
if she could 
not; but her 
horse had 
rot his bit in 
his teeth, and 
was blind 
and furious, 

And Trooper Trevanion, at an opposite angle, was riding as he'd 
never ridden before. Many atime he had done wonders with that 
bright bay of his—the bright bay that nobody else could ride, snd 
was nearly being cast as vicious till Trevanion took him in hand, 

On he went. like—well, there never was anything like it, so | 
can't give youasimile. She had given herself up for lost. The 
sea, oh! so far away down there, came in sight ; she shut her eves, 
and then there was a crash and a mighty sickening shock ; sli telt 
her horse swerve round as if shot, and 2 strong arm round her 
Waist—saving her from falling, A wild cheer broke from the 
troop galloping up, and she hid her pretty face against his tunic, 

* * * * * * 

“George, George! Tlove you! Take me away! You saved my 
life, it is yours! Let us go to some distant country!” 

“And wouldn't L be a pretty blackguard if 1 tvok you at your 
word?) A slip 
of a school girl 
like you, and 
your father my 
own colonel, 
Think of the 
regiment, dear, 
'Twould nev 
do for the C. O.'s 
daughter to 
marry aranker.” 

“But aranker 
in the Purple 
Plumes!” 

“Granted. 
But, my little 
pet, ourcolonel’s 
daughter 
oughtnt to 
marry — outside 
the Blood 
Royal. No, 
little one, it 
mustn't be! Go 
your ways and 
don't waste 
another thought 
about the grace- 
less scamp who 
never did any 


fancied Chemieet ves: 
rally concede ttl 


“Eves front, Trevanion {" 


Her horse was blind and furious. 


your life.” p 
“When she had flitted away, like 
trees, Trooper Trevianion, with a lone ' 

“That's the toughest struggle Fever lad wit beyoe ds GY Gee, 


a white doe in the dusk of the 


Sri 


Veresert 


| 
| 
i 
| 
t 
\ 
} 


“You wants to paint my moke, do yer? Now, I finds no 


font with his nat'ral celour, so, if | catehes you a-painting 
lam, CN make @ blvomin’ muke of yez!" 


And yet he cannot make up his mind which “flame” to 
choose, although they are both hovering round him. 


ALLY 


BETWEEN TWO FIRES. 


4° Ifiss Sloper will be deliyhted to receive photographs srom those 
of her friends whose portraus have nut yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 238.—Miss DOROTHY DESMOND. 
“What man, I ask, could well resist such beauty ?” 
— The Dook Snook, 
“T've never felt how keen’s Lave's dart till now.” —Lord ob, 
“Tis rare to find such radiaut loveliness allied to so much 
motesty and grace.” —The Hon. Billy. 


(1), As the Elder was enjoying himself the other day, 


Fire a broadside, man the yards, sound a fog horn ‘fanfare, splice the mainbrace, 
get about, just pass the brimming can fair! fur Prince George has been created, by 
his gracious granny, Duke of York! Georgie, my lad, A.SLOPER congratulates you, 
He has been looking up the Dukes of York all the morning, and feels quite historical, 
especially when he calls to mind how often during his checkered career he has dined 
with Duke Humphrey. On those occasions he generally had the hump, by-the-way. 
——(1). Ay! had he lived in those lively days, how gladly would he have plucked a 
White rose in the Temple Gardens for Daring Dick! but as he didn't, why should he 
not de the like for you, my lad ?——(2). He has done so, and nearly gets locked up. 
But Georgie, he secured it——(3). And here it is! Accept it, my lad, as a token of 


(3). & boat was rushed out, and the Laird said, “ Let's harpoon the shameless 
octopus.” 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A MOST ENJOYABLE EVENING! 

“Who was the chairman?” 
evening, I can tell you; last chairman couldn't walk a chalk line, and 

* the three previous ones were taken home in cabs, one after the other. Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A, SLOPER.—H.R.H. THE DUKE OF YORK. 


(Saturday, June 11, 1892, 


4 4 


“There is no pleasing the men. Yor, 
know my betrothed is an officer in the 
army ? well, I had a walking costuy. 
made simply out of compliment to },;; 
regiment, and be turned up his nose at 


“We had four chairmen—it was an } 
it."—Extract from Letter of Youn, 


esteem, from yours truly, ALEXANDER SLOPER, Senior, F.0.M. You seem surprise! 
at my appearing before you in this warlike garb. ‘Tis that of a field officer in the 
time of the last duke, your respecte great-great-uncle, Fred,——(4). Whose portrait. 
framed and glazed, as Commander-in-Chief of His Majesty's Forces, I have for many 
a year cherished amongst the art treasures of Mildew Court, where, over the mante!- 
sbelf in the front parlour, it takes the place of honour. (He purchased it just be‘or 

going to interview the Duke, and told the print-seller to send in the bill to me, so! 
know.—ED.) (Georgie, dear lad, Heaven bless you !——(5), And when, in the near 
future, women are admitted into the United Service, you shall appoint Tootsie, my 
daughter, as Drum-Majoress of the Duke of York's School. It will gratify the boys. 


ANOTHER OUTRAGE ON THE ELDER. 


(3), But they caught a crab and continued the chase thus, yelp'ng, “Cum back, 
ye sturgeon faced grampus, and tak’ yer lickin’ for bathin’ on the Sawbath da). 


daturday, yune 11, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Phew! hot, ain't it?) So it onght to be. In the month of roses we don't expect skating. Well, of York beheld?! All hail to George, so brave and bold !— Which the donkey of the two, Two legs or 
were you all successful over the Derby? | hope so. Speaking for myself, | was not. Consequently, | fowr? Well, what are you ?2—For charity does Irving give Iis time, so that the poor shall live :— 
“Unele” holds a lease on most of my worldly possessions, On we go.—At IMenley an eight pound Costs? Great Seott ! the law once tackle, Naught but costs and lawyers cackle, George has received 
trout Was from the river lifted out :—Of towers there wasa arand display At Kensington the his Dukedom at last. Good luck to him! Don't forget, George, that you always possess a real pal 
other day :—In Lambeth they hace got a Jew Of rare old pictures now on view :—The noble Duke | inthe humble individual who signs himself—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


NOTHING WHEN YOU'RE USED TO IT. 


ee ay 
“What do you think of tiny new tohacco pouch, Jack?" 
“Think! Why, you ought to use it asa mackintosh, and get 
iuside when it rains.” 


The Colonel (to street singer, who has started “ The Lost Chord” 
Jor the sixth time), Dash it, man! I wish you'd go and find that 
beastly lost chord and hang yourself with it! 


| 


“Talk about poor people, Why, tuey are inus usely happier 
than the rich. For instance, there is Laity Twistetoiler, who 


| 
| 3 
13 
| 
| 


“Who te . ” * 
a Fg ahs “a pan re taiking bag ae? ‘cen Lae | —tannot even make up her mind what dress she ought to wear at 
hi rH dook. ho told you so le me 80 Lady Stuckup's Farty." 
‘imself ; and I'm going to meet him here to-morrow morning. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~—- 


fit alarmingly large number of lads who have, whilst roller- 
skating iu the streets, been knocked down by passing veliicles and 
carried away to the 

nearest hospital, 

either to die there or 

be discharged crip- 

pled for life, is so 

serious a matter that 

it behoves every 

organ of the Press to 

endeavour—by 

warning, by — pro- 

test—to discounten- 

ance this highly 

dangerous practice. 

Often and often,as a 

fleet cab horse has 

whirled us sharply 

round the corners of 

some of the quiet, 

asphalted thorough- 

fares around Russell 

Square, has—to_ use 

a common vulgar- 

ismm—our heart been 

in our mouth, as 

somé urchin, dis- 

porting himself 

upon rollers more or 

lesa awkwardly, has only just escaped being run over. Boys are 
proverbially reckless—slow to appreciate danger—and it is there- 
fore more to the exertions of the police that we may look for the 
abatement of this crying evil. 


AFTER the wonderful tales we have heard related of how for- 
tunes have been won by individuals who have had the good 
fortune to dream the winner of the Derby, the following fact 
deserves recording in the world's history. Last week, on the 
eve of the Derby, whilst the Eminent was in the midst of his 
slumbers, lo and behold ! he saw a vision, and in this vision it was 
made plain untu him that a certain horse would win the Derby. 
The consequence was, the next morning he planked all his spare 
cash upon the horse in question. “And is he rolling in riches?” 
many will ask. Hardly; instead, he is meandering the streets 
ootless, thirsty and hungry, the horse mauaging to come in abso- 


lutely last, ow 


* 


A Society JouRNAL for one ha‘penny is the latest novelty 
romised, The paper will appeal to the East End rather than the 
Vest End, and several well , 
known costers have promised 
their assistance in the literary 
portion, All articles will be 
signed witha nom de plume, and, 
doubtless, writers will take full 
ndvantage of this privilege to 
give us something original and 
striking in the way of signa- 
tures, Illustrations, depicting 
the latest East End fashions, 
will be inserted every week, 


s 

Bravo Jackson! It's a bit 
late in the day, perhaps, bus 
better late than never, and again 
we say Bravo Jackson! You're 
one of the best men who ever 
stepped into a ring, and with all 
your pluck and cleverness pos- 
sess the additional and wonderful 
charm of being the most modest. 
Slavin was irritatingly confi- 
dent, but didn’t brag much ; his 
backers and friends did nearly 
all that for him. and when, 
during the tenth and final round, 
the darkie, seemingly fresh as 
paint, was drubbing his then 
nearly helpless opponent in 
splendid style, the faces of these 
individuals were indeed a study. A propos of the fight, a daily sport- 
ing contemporary is hardly to be congratulated upon the correctness 
of its “sketch of the arena.” The old raised platform is represented, 
whereas it was removed for this occasion and the ring pitched upon 
the floor. That's the awkward part of pictorial daily Journalism, 
the block itself often has to be ready long before the event. The 
reader fondly supposes it to illustrate what actually occurred. But, 
after all, what does it matter? It interests those who were not 
present, and dves no harm to, but only amuses those who were. 

os @ 


s 
THE advent of the Oaks Stakes was marked, as usual, by the 
receipt, on Friday last, of a paragraph apparently written for no 
other purpose than that of introducing the moss-incrusted aud time- 
honoured pun about a tip for the race turning out to be a Huaz. 
We've put up with this sort of thing for years, and it was, perhaps, 
more im sorrow than in anger that we consigned the miserable 
effusion to the waste paper basket, and issued orders to the Blood- 
Bespattered for the immediate assassination of the dastardly writer, 

sz 


* 

THE “ Triple Bill” scheme now finds favour at the Court Theatre. 

where Mr, Arthur Chudleigh is advertised as sole lessee and 

manager, the 

talented and 

yereiee Mrs, 

ohn Wood 

having, we are 

given to under- 

stand, severed 

all connection 

with the house. 

The “Triple 

sill” arrange- 

ment is really 

an excellent 

idea ; it notonly 

provides those 

who come early 

with a pleasing 

variety of dra- 

matic fare but 

wives late 

diners the op- 

portunity 

which they 

would not 

otherwise have 

of witnessing 

and under- 

standing the 

whole of one 

and more often 

two complete plays, The mirth-provoking qualities of Mr. W.S. 

Gilbert's Rosencrantz and Guildenstern and Mr, Cecil Clay's cel- 

ebrated Pantomime Rehearsal are widely known, and when we add 

that Mr. Sevmour Hicks’ brilliant one-act play, Zhe New Sub, which 

is the subject of our illustration, has deservedly received the 

Unanimous praise of both Press and public, it will be at once appa- 
rent that the Court is doing “ big business.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE inhabitants of the peaceful and ancient neighbourhood of 
Tottenham and Edmonton turned out ea masse on the evening 
of Friday, May 27th, 
when the Mouldy 
Meanderer and Pane 
ily drove in state to 
the Theatre Royal, 
Angel Road, where a 
special entertainment 
had been organized 
on behalf of the Band 
Fund of the Edmon- 
ton Branch of the 
Gasworkers’ and 
General Labourers’ 
Union, The reception 
accorded the distin- 
guished party, both 
by the populace who 
lined the streets and 
the audience a-sem- 
bled in the pretty 
little theatre, suf- 
ficiently testified to 
the ever increasing 

opularity of the 

*O.M., and added 
increased zest to the 
excellent perform: 
ance of a host of 
talent and loveliness. 

* 


s 

Mr. EDGAB 
Smart, F.0.S., will 
remain with Sarah : 
Thorne for the rest of the year, perhaps longer. The genial Ragde 
Trams has been stage managing Sally's Touring Company, which 
has just settled down at the Theatre Roval. Margate, This World 
of Ours, The Courier of Lyons, and The Heir-at-Law are'n few 
of the pieces this capital company has been knocking ‘em with. 

* 


s 

West END tradesmen are to be pitied. for the year 1892 has 
proved, as far as their own businesses are concerned, one of the 
most disastrous imaginable. The death of the late Duke of 
Clarence was, of course, the first knockdown blow they received, 
and, just when they are beginning to recover from the effects of it, 
comes the rumour of an early dissolution of Parliament, and 
consequently London is emptying rapidly. If something does 
not occur, and that at an early date, to improve trade, the results 
will be serious. Many of our West End firms are already on the 


verge of bankruptcy. * 


WE of this journal, following in the footsteps of our illustrious 
but gin loving chief, have so often inveighed against the virtues of 


a 


the “cup that cheers but 
not inebriates,’ that it 
was a daring move on 
the part of Messrs. B. 
Simmons and Co., of 11 
Idol Lane, London, E.C., 
to forward to Court Mil- 
dew a sample of pure tea 
specially imported _by 
them from Ceylon, But 
they were confident that 
we should not let mere 
prejudice intluence our 
criticism, and we sha’n't. 
We all tried that tea— 
even SLOPER, who came 
in somewhat tired, could 
not resist its fragrance, 
and was at length per- 
sunded to have cup, 
and so highly did the 
Old Man appreciate it, 
that he there and then 
sat down and informed 
the importers that he had 
seldom tasted anything 
more delicious —an 
opinion which Messrs, 
Stunmons valueso highly, 
that they forthwith de- 
cided to call their new 
importation the “Sloper Tea,” and to sell it at a popular price— 
2s.a pound. Undoubtedly the best tea in the market, it cannot 
fail to give satisfaction, and SLOPER looks proudly forward to the 
time when it will be in use in every household in England. The 
Ancient is reforming, indeed! Now that he has yielded to the 
seductions of the fragrant leaf, we shouldn't be a bit surprised tu 
tind him taking the pledge any day. 
” 


* 

THE Mildewed Sportsman, after yet another visit to Alexandra 
Park, has been graciously pleased to confer the “ Award of Merit” 
upon IF, CATHCART, because he's done wonders to popularize trot- 
ting, “Keyther,” remarked the Blue Orbed Bookmaker, “ per’aps, 
arter this ‘ere honner, Mister Cathcart ‘ull put you hon toa good 
thing ortwo when you go down agin.” And the Agéd brightened at 
the thought, and went thonghtfully out to try and induce the 
stationer to give him credit fora brand new betting book, 

* 


* 
OF skilful marksmen, London is at present crowded, but to Miss 

Annie Oakley, of Wild West fame, must the palin be awarded. 
This young lady is, perhaps, 
the most clever female ex- 
ponent of the noble art of 
shooting that the world has 
ever seen, and her perform- 
ance must be seen to be ap- 
preciated. The ease and rapi- 
dity with which she smashes 

up glass balls is really wonder- 

ful, and intending candidates 
amongst Volunteers for Bisley 
honours could do worse than 
take lessons from her. Annie 

is in no way conceited of her 
talent, but is one of the most 
unaffected, good natured 
girls conceiva rte. 

s 


. 

INVARIABLY excellent as 
are the musical sketches of 
Mr. Corney Grain. it is our 
opinion thatin his latest work, 
entitled, My Wise's Purty, 
this inimitable humorist sur- 
passes any of his previous 
efforts. Absolutely bristling 
with good things, the pun- 
gent but never ill-natured 
sarcasm, the intense but 
highty refined humour of the 
sketch engrosses the whole 3 P 
attention of the listener, gives al 
him not one dull moment as he sits drinking in creedily every 
word, every note of this delightful entertainment—an entertain- 
ment which, forming as it does only part of that provided by the 
German Reed Company, will certainly fill St. George’s Hall to 
repletion throughout the entire season. 


[Saturday, June 11, 189) 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEREK ENDING JUNE I51H, ing2, 


—~— 


12th June, 1421.—Under this date are reccrded the yey 


expenses of Jounua, th 


To Master Lawrens for 
To 2 Serjeaus for plead: 


e Queen Dowager— 


aqua-vite : - - = 5 
ing the matter of the Queen's dower 


To John Perse for divers medicines for the Queen's budy - 


For one ounce of red th 
For making a gown - 


uread - - - - - 


“18th June, 1834.—Raikes, under this date, records how 


a visit of Willian VI 


. and his Queen to the Royal soc, 


Somerset House, the President, among other portraits, pointes 
that of Admiral Napier who had been commanding the tice 


Don Pedro. 


“His Majesty did not hesitate to show his poo: 


bias by exclaiming immediately, ‘Captain Napier may be ¢— 


sir! and you may be 


d—d, sir! and if the Queen was not | 


sir, | would kick you down stairs, sir.’" 


14th June, 1735. 


Vernon followed a but 


—Ina letter from Mr. Brune to Mr, Raw ; 
bearing this date, inthe Bodleian Collection, he states that on. +) 


tertly nine miles before he could catch :,; 


15th June, 1744.—Anson arrived this day at Spitheul hee 


a voyage of three yea 


rs and nine months round the world, | 


treasures of the famous Acapulco galleon were conveyed to Lon! 
in thirty-two waggons,with music retidle and amidst the sheour. 


the rejoicing populace; and the 


brave men who had sh 


ared his glory and his toils, 


7 16th June, 1879.—Hanlan, this day, won the ach 


championship of the 


world, 


says :—“ It is not, | fancy, generally known that Miss Hanh: 


almost as clever with the oars as her brother. 


But it isa fs 


nevertheless, that at one time she could hold her own witi:.. 


champion. 


Miss Hanlan challenged the defeated oarsman, and one sai: 


he was wise to decline the contest. 


There are plenty of Enz. 


girls between Richmond and Oxford who could beat the avin: 


Sunday dabbler in the 


Seine.” 


17th June, 1811.—This day a woman who had Deena ' 
poorhouse at Bala, in Wales, by a decree in Chancery, obtained: « 
moiety of £150,000, as first cousin aud next of kin to Mr. Jure:. 


London, brandy merchant. 


18th June, 1828.—By a Government notice, dated Colm: 


Secretary's Othice, Hob: 
tities of rations and ¢ 
assigned convicts: “T 


gown, 2 bed-gowns or 
ditto, 3 pairs of shoes, 
chiefs, 1 check apron, 
to be of a plain and ne 


art Town, of this date, the following 
slothes are directed to be allowed to t 


ooty was divided among 1)... 


A sporting writer about that tj). 


On the oceasion of her brother's victory over Ih... 


he weekly ration to consist of 84 Ibs. ef thin, 
54 lbs. of meat, 2 ozs. of tea, lb. of sugar, 2ozs, of soap, M407, 
salt, The wearing apparel to consist of (per annum) Teor: 


jackets, 3 shifts, 2 tlannel petticoats, 2 «1 


3 calico caps, 3 pairs of stockings, 2 necks: 


and 1 bonnet. The above articles of i 
aut description, not exceeding the cost o 


per annum, and beyond which allowance the Lieutenant-Gover: 
strongly recommends that no female convict should be remuners’ 
Each assigned female servant is also to be furnished with beddin. 
to consist of a palliasse stuffed with wool, two blankets and ar: 
which are to be considered the property of the master, and retai:. 
by him on the discharge of the servant. 


THE SONG 


OF THE “FRIV.” GIRLS. 


WE'RE lovely lasses, one and all, 


We're 


bhthe and bright and bonny, 


And many a heart we hold in thrail 


Of ma 


ny a love-lorn Johnnie. 


But of the dudes who laud our light 
Disportments in the ballet, 


And wai 
There’ 


t to see us home each night, 
s none like dear old ALLY? 


We know that he’s of hideous freaks 
The ugliest in the City : 

We know that ne‘er a word he speaks 
Is either wise or witty. 

We know that, whensoe’er with him 


Throu 


gh London streets we sally, 


We're hooted at by hoodlums grim, 


But st 


ill we love vid Ally ! 


For all the other gallants gay 
Who coo to us and woo us 

Are so confounded poor that they 
Can only give uuto us 

Carnations bright, or roses white, 


Or lili 


es of the valley, 


While costly gifts we coax each night 


From 


dear old drunken ALLY! 


DERBY REMINISCENCES. 


“An,” sighed the racing veteran, who had been entertaininz ! 
company with recollections, more or less veracious, about the 21 
race at Epsom, “ah, but did | tell you what happened to met 
year that Cherry Toffee won?” 


“No, no! what was 
“Well, I'll tell you. 
knows how many lord 
and the girlk——!" I 


it?” eagerly inquired a dozen Johnnies. 

I] was on the Guards’ coach, with goccr 
s, and dukes enough to fill an ommnibus— 
{is mouth watered at the mere thouzh: 


the girls, but he wiped it on his frayed shirtcuff, and continue! 


“Ah! there were some girls there that day. 
ing, I was standing on the roof of the co: t 
intently through my tifty guinea Voightlinder, when, ju 


came round Tattenhar 
knocked me perfectly 


“What was it?” asked the boys, 


“T'll tell you what 


military looking stranger, who had been sitting ina corner. “l 
It was the tist of the husband of! 


happen to know all ab: 
lady round whose wa 


And the Derby remi 


Well, as E was =1' 
h, watching the? 
n Corner, one thing shot out in a way Us 
silly.” 
it was, gentlemen,” 

fy 


out it. 


‘pry 
remarked an eu 


ist, in the excitement of the moment, b> 
lying old friend of yours had placed his arm!” 


niscences ended abruptly. 


————_>———_——__ 


SUBURBAN ETIQUETTE. 
THERE'S nothing like keeping a stiff upper lip in the ¢ 


state of Society to-day 


easily. 

western suburb of 

observance of caste, 
“No-o, our families 


don't visit, though, as a matter of f1e'." 


live next door to each other,” observes Mrs, A. C., speat!!- 


Mrs. B.D. 


The reason, perhaps, is obvious, seeing that Mr. A. C. is 1 be 
saler, by the gross, of anti-narcotian pipe-stoppers, W 


B.D. is only a retailer of the halfpenny unauthorized edit 


“Ta-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay, 


A great and paerang social abyss between them which can 
t 


he breached over. 


And thus, as is at once apparent. U! 


is sufficient that the A, C.s are just awn’ 


; but the thing may be overdone, anu \ 
For instance, the excellent females of the charming 90’ 
Lower Wandsworth are almost oriental in tie 


the existence of such small fry as the B. D.s, and that such js tet 


fact Mrs, A. C.’s concluding sentence testifies. 

“No-o,” she adds, “we do not know them, 
is engaged to our cook, and the degree of intimacy 
sufficient to permit his coming to our house seven nights 
causing the most terrible wear and tear of the back steps. 


Jroat 


but—their coach! 
existins © 
Qi 


less, though, Mrs, B. D. will avail herself of the opportune’ 
calling upon us after the wedding to thank us for our kind 


ance in the matter! 


Saturday, June 11. 1892.] 
So 
TO CASH-CRAVERS. 


rtain fiuancial organs announce that there will presently be a 
7 plethora of muney.) 


—_— 


[Ce 


OF all late news this is 
the best 
(Providing ‘tis sub- 
stantial), 
This statement that we 
read with zest 
Sunday prints 
“ A ; A wos financial. 
baa H f "ote It is to the effect that 
¢ we 
May soon find times 
= more sunny, 
Aud that, in shert, 
there'll shortly be, 
To fill some worried 
folk with glee, 
‘A large amouut of 
‘ £ad— 
-. <Aplethora of money! 


In 


\ If this is so (let's hope 
it is), 
Lo, Chivalry'’s Best 
Flower 
- (That's ALLY of 
radiant phiz) 
Cash all around may 
shower, 
On all of us he'll 
scatter oof, 
That Friend of Man so funny ; 
So let’s not shyly hold aloof, 
But gather ‘neath kind SLOPER's roof 
Until he thusly giveth proof 
O! plethora of money ! 


the 


WASTED HOSPITALITY. 

THERE was a distinct air of imperfectly bottled excitement 
‘out No, 128 Shadyville Mansions, and the highly sensitive passer- 
\ telt instinctively that something was going to happen, And the 
ily sensitive one would not have been far out, for something 
re going to happen, an event which had come like a thunder- 
ap upou Shady ville Mansions—the forthcoming marriage between 
lica, youngest of the eight daughters of Williamson Oldjoss, 
and Jonas Coverpar, the bright young stockbroker's clerk 
the undeniable taste in fancy neckties and strong partiality 
icking “seconds.” And Oldjoss was going to do the thing 
ushly, toospecial licence, lots of carriages, first-class break - 
wbatl afterwards, hundred guests—vou know, He had a bright 
Ile issued an invitation to the editor of the Shadyville 
pucette, and further intimated that if a representative of that 
izlily esteemed journal would call the day before the ceremony 
wl inspect the 
numerous 
andsome pres 
“nuts.” he would 
pleased to 
{ lim every 
aeility. He 
ardly hoped 
har the Gazette 
vould so favour 
i but when, 
noon, 2 
what shab- 
hin, With a 

notebook, 
vl “reporter” 
Hien un every 
wohus face, 
| at the 
Old j Oss 


1 Tae, 


y 1 


out joyfully, Effusively grasping the stranger's hand, he 
ured hint that he was delighted, honoured by his enll. “Nay, 
.iny dear sir,” insisted the old boy, “not oue word until you 
e rested from your journey, Luneh is laid, Ah, here are two 
v danchtera just returned froma walk. Let me introduce you. 
da, my eldest; Angelica, the bride-elect.” The stranger ap- 
a somewhat astomshed; but he did ample justice to the 
cherché meal, listening attentively meanwhile to all the details 
the ceremony, After lunch, Oldjoss took his guest into his 
ugyery, provided him with a choice Havanna, and ordered up a 
tle of his celebrated '3t port. Another soon followed, after 
nishing the last glassfulof which the stranger rose. “ Sir,"" he ex- 
aimed, “it is rare, indeed, to experience such——" 

“Oh, not at all,” interrupted Oldjoss ; “don't mention it. But— 
—wouldn't you like a list of the presents now for your paper?” 
“My paper! What do you mean?" was the reply, “I’m not 
nnected with any paper.” 

“Not connected with any paper ! 
un?” uttered Oldjoss, slowly, 

“My name, sir,” said the stranger, with dignity, “is Robinson. 
ma book-eanvasser, and I called to solicit your subscription to a 
‘udid work weare Just publishing, entitled ‘The Home Life of the 
sutot.’ Ah, here’s my order-book. Now, sir, may | take your 


Then, who the dickens are 


—— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
No, 50,—IRENE OSWALDSON, 

To me, as past the 
“Priv.” T passed, 

Came “Friv.” Girl 
Number 50, —_ [east, 
And 50 sneers at me she 
‘The scowls she scowled 
were 50. {amazed, 

And much her anger me 

For, by her brilliant 

beauty crazed, 

\.) To all my friends I'd 

1 daily praised 

Fair“ Friv."’ Girl Num- 

t ber 50. 

‘ “Ilow durst 
you have 
the odious 
cheek,” 

Said © Iriv.” 
Girl Num- 
ber 50, 

“To tell them 

et your Club last week 
That I'ma maid of 50? 

Recall—recall that monstrous lie, 

Or Vil chastise you so with my 

Umbrella as to prove that I 

Am far too strong for 50.” 


T laughed. “Ha, ha!” then, bowing low 
To “Friv.” Girl Number 50 

Replied, “The? Friv.’ Girls whom I know 
Exactly number 50. 

And what I said last Friday night 

Has not been told to you aright ; 

I simply swore that you were quite 
The fairest maid of 60.” 


ne? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 


49 PopLan WALK ROAD, LOUGHBOROUGH JUNCTION, 
LONDON, S.E., 28th May, 1892. 
Sin,—Having received the cheque from “Al!y Sloper'’s Insurance, ’ 
for the amount of £150 on the death of my husband, | wish to 
return you many thanks in acknowledgment of the same, 
Yours truly, SARAH JANE WHATLEY. 
P.S.—Have inclosed receipt. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 

No. 117.—HE 1s “ DONE" By A Duy, 
In front of SLopER's big front door, 
At Ninety-Nine Shoe Lane, a score 
Of stalwart, stout, perspiring men 

Duy out a deep, deep trench ; and, when 
Pedestrians passing chanced to ask 
The reason of their arduous task, 
They said, “ To light the streets by night, 
We're putting in the "Lectric Light.” 


Howbeit, this was but a fib. 

The facts were these; Old Mouldyrib 
Had from his tailor got a line, 

Which ran: “Tl call at Ninety-Nine 
Next Thursday, and you'll pay me then 
That debt of twenty-seven pound ten!” 
So ALLY, who in life has ne'er 

Reen known a tailor’s bill to square, 
Put on his scheming cap; and, when 
The day drew near, engaged those men 
In front of his front door to dig 

A moat so deep and wide and big, 

That SLoper’s frail and feeble “snip” 
Could not by no means o’er it skip! 


When he came on his errand, the vendor of garments 
Was not to be fooled by the labourers’ fibs. 

He exclaimed, “It's a trick which that varmint of varmints 
Has played to prevent me from getting my dibs, 

O'er his cunning, no doubt, he is doing a grin ; 

But, by Jove! he sha'n't take Tailor Oswaldson in!” 


Now, that snip was the father of Friv. girl Irene, 
So back to his home he went running amain, 
And he said to his girl, “ Put on quickly, my queenie, 
Your daintiest raiment, and come to Shoe Lane, 
Where [ want you to dawdle and linger awhile, 
Till you're spotted by SLOPER—that miscreant vile!" 


Lo! the Wreck, from his “ Sloperies" window out peeping, 
Beheld a most sweet and adorable wench, 

And forgot—since his heart with a love-throb was leaping— 
Forgot both his tailor, his trick, and his trench. 

Lisping low, “| must epeak with that beautiful creature !" 
He rushed from the room with a juvenile hop: 

But, alas! he was quickly an agonised screecher, 
For into the trench he had tumbled kertlop! 

And the snip with his yardstick kept poking him, till 

He was thaukful to settle old Oswaldson’s bill! 


THOSE TERRIBLE 'BUSSES! 


IT was twenty past eleven, and every “bus conductor in that 
crowded Strand was yelling, “ Houtside hon’y/" The soft dew 
that, nowadays, commences falling a little in advance of midnight, 
was dewing its worst, and Clara Hy ppo-Copua, from the back row 
of the baliet in The Irish Apricot, couldwt get a ride not nohow, 


At lasta“ blue Blackwall” came along, with the conductor upstairs | 


selling penny tickets out of a brass rolling-pin, and Clara hopped 
on, As she entered the “box of all sorts,” she espied one empty 
seat just upat the top, next toa big, handsome, military looking 
man, In squeezing past him she stepped fairly and squarely, full 
weight and considerable impetus added, right on to his left foot, 
It was not her fault, as the fat, full grown foot was somewhat 
obtrusively placed in the way; but she felt such a true and deep 
sympathy with the rest of the injured military gentleman, that, 
with anexpression of the most sincere regret, she gazed solicitously 
into his face to see and deplore the look of agony she expected 
would transform his counteuance from placidity into something 
akin to the tiendish, 

“| beg your pardon,” she said, as, letting goof the rail,she dropped 
wedge-like into three inches of vacant seat between the ex-ofticer 
and a sleeping gentlewoman, 

He paid no attention whatever. Seemingly, he treated her 
apology with silent scorn, Clara couldn't stand that. 

ce if | hurt you, sir,” she said, somewhat less warmly. 

“ ch 9 

“Tam sorry if T hurt you,” 

“Hurt me! How?” 

He turned the half frenzied leer of one who doesn't know when 
he’s had enough upon her, and grinned again, 

“T stepped on your foot,” she whispered. 


How she kept from fainting she will never, never know. A | 


demoniacal grin opened up the whole of his face, which he stuck 
close to hers, as, poking her with his right forefinger just below 
the fifth whalebone, he chuckled— 

“Ha, ha! ha, ha! Jt's cork!" 


—_—_o—____. 


PARIS ON THE ARRIVAL OF MENELAUS. 


AT sight of ravished Helen's rightful lord 
Why flies its wonted valour from my heart? 
Why shuns my timorous hand the faithful sword? 
Why fears my hand to tling the fateful dart? 
My brother Hector (since the crime | planned 
Began ‘twixt Troy and Greece this grievous feud) 
Would have me meet my rival hand to hand, 
But lo! my soul is crushed, confused, subdued, 


In bygone summers, when on Ida's slope 

I watched my flocks, | held no joy more dear 
Than with rapacious beasts to calmly cope— 

Strong beasts that filled my fellowswains with fear. 
And now, though yestereve I boasted loud 

That with impavid heart I'd meet my foe, 
My spirit, as [ look on him, is cowed 

And sinks within me. Why should this be so? 


My thews and sinews all their force retain, 
My hand is strong to grasp my weapon's hilt, 

sut one sad drawback makes my prowess vain— 
The overwhelming consciousness of guilt! 

And men, reviewing my retreat with scorn, 
Shall cite my case to prove, throughout all time, 

That Fearlessness by Innoceuce is born, 
While grovelling Terror springs from grovelling Crimo! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


How to get Due for Breakfast: Take the Morning Leader, 

Way ought Mr. Harry Panlton to be a debt collector ?—Because 
he makes a very good “ Dunn.” 

In what way did Charles Lamb resemble Hamlet's sweetheart ?— 
He bore the name Of-Elia, 

Wuat's the diff. between Algebra and a Woman's Rights 
Society 7?—One goes in for the equality of the z-cs; the other for 
the equality of the sexes, 

_SLEIGHT of Hand: A young lady’s refusal of an offer of mar- 
riage. 

Why isa lega mite and a half in length ?—Decausce it's half a 
LEaGue. 

AND if a leg isa mile and a half long, why is it only three-quar- 
ters of a mile long ?—Becauae it's just half the LEnGth, 


191 
SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. } 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


CHAPTER I. 

A BLINDING, broiling sun glared down ona north Italian city. 
The breeze that swept inland from the Mediterranean did net cool 
the air, but only seemed to stir 
it up and make the atmosphere 
more sultry, The blinds were 
all drawn down in an effort to 
shut out the glare. Scarce any- 
one was on the streets, Bven 
the cats seemed to have sought 
shade and gone to sleep there in 
preference to basking in the 
sunlight, 

There was life and stir within 
the houses, however, and in one 
of the many heavy marble pal- 
aces which belonged to the old 
aristocracy of the city, a stormy 
scene was in progress, 

“You must give upall thought 
of her,” said the Count di Sara- 
toga to his son, who was moodily 
staring into the empty fireplace. 
“fler father is bankrupt, I tell 
you,” he continued, “and has 
not @ red cent to rub against 
another,” 

“But [ have sworn to be true 
to her,” said the youth. 

“ Poof! what matters it? The 
old man must leave the place, 
He can't live here with an empty 
title and an empty purse. The 
Count di Caridoddi, | tell you, 
is ruined beyond all hope of 
salvation — has no chance of 
rescuing a penny of his once gigantic fortune from the possession 
of that bogus East African Gold Company, who might as well have 
promised to import green cheese from the moon, Fool and dotard 
that he was, to place his trust in such a scheme—a scheme orizi- 
nated by the greatest sharks in this fair city. His daughter must 
now leave with him, She cannot stay longer. You need see her 
ho more,” 

“But we are poor also,” said Lombardo di Saratoga, 

“Yes,” replied the Count, * but you are a man, and she ia only a 
woman, You can marry a rich American, and the lady will become 
a countess, and glad of the chance. Julliet di Carldoddi may also 
marry a rich American, if she can tind one willing to have her, 
With you, such a marriage will be easy, with her it will be 
extremely difficult.” 

“Then, | must bid her farewell?” said the youth, gloomily. 

“You must—if you do not desire to run the risk of being a 
eandidate for 
the poorhouse,” 

“Surely there 
is BOmething 
that might be 
done to eseape 
the dire ne 
sity Which laces 
me." 

“Yes, vou 
might rob a 
bank ; or, better 
still, vou mughe 
bolt with funds 
of a public 
company, if 
you happened 
to be manager 
of it; but it so 
happens — that 
you can't roba 
bank, neither 
are you man- 
ager ofa puble 
company, 8a 
that in 
circumstances 
there is nothing 
for it but to fol- 
low my ad- 
vice.” 

The young 
man was silent 
fora moment. He felt the truth of the Count’s words, but he was 
loath to admit it. Turning suddenly, as though struck with a 
sudden idea, he exclnimed— 

“Might we not start an hotel and take in strangers——?” 

“Slow work making a fortune that way.” 

“Or join a band of brigands.” 

“ Dangerous work, very. Guns are apt to go off occasionally, 
and you might get seriously hurt, and [ believe that hanging is 
a very painful as well as a most degrading method of leaving the 
world,’ 

“Then, you see no other course than for me to break off the 
engagement with Julliet di Carldoddi?™ 

“Rather! Let her break it off. That is the method which saves 
much trouble afterwards, If you play your cards well, there will 
be little danger of a breach of promise case. Of course, she has 
few letters of yours?” 

“None; I never had 
occasion to write her, 
Our love-emaking has 
always been in conver- 
gation,” 

“It's all right, my 
boy. Get it over as 
soonas possible. Just 
think it is like having 
a tooth drawn, A 
slight yank, and all is 
over.” 

“T suppose it must 
be done,” said the 
young man, with a 
sigh. “ It will be bitter, 
but it will be best.” 

“That is so; and, 
depend upon it, you 
will never regret it. 
We must go to Nice or 
Monaco — the Ameri- 
can and English arep 
is large there, and, 
witha propermarriage, 
the house of Saratoga 
will once more shine 
as it shone in the 
past.” 

Tho youth heaved 
a bitter sigh, and pon- 
dered deeply while his 
father blandly rolled a fresh cigarette. 
with the remark, “It shall be as you wish!" 
smiled. 


The Count di Saratoga. 


Staring into the empty fireplace, 


—_—-- 


“T have sworn to be true to her.” 


At length he lifted his head 
And the aged Count 


(To be continued next week.) 


Me 
No, 259.—-Mn. Joun Latey, F.O.S. 

“ By every member of the Press, ‘that mighty engine for the 
advancement of civilization,’ as the gentleman who proposes it 
at the banquet invariably remarks, the above portrait will be 
instantly recognized, but for the benefit of those who cannot 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A WORK OF ART. 


| gw 
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Old Crockhead (who has overheard art critie praising picture). Good picture? Well, I rather think it is. 


[Saturday, dune 11, 1899, 


r 6 T 
Dr. Swishtail. Tell me, Tomptum, what historical re. 


Tomptum, Would that me Wellington boots or ex 


| mark the Iron Duke made at Waterloo, 


elaim to belong to the Fourth Estate, it is, perhaps, as well to 
state that it is a likeness of the clever, the genial and the 
popular John Latey, proprietor and editor of the Penny JIlus- 
trated Paper. Een from his earliest childhood our hero displayed 
o taste for art and literature, which A, SLOPER, who was on 
drinking terms with Latey, senior, no sooner observed than he 
at once foretold the youth's future greatness, ‘Tis true that 
John received but little encouragement from those intrusted 
with his education, the chief of whom, a fiery tempered dominie 
with a strong arm and a supple cane, even going the length of 
inflicting corporal punisliment upon our hero, who had in- 
ulged his artistic and literary tastes by making a truthful, 
and, therefore, uncomplimentary, sketch of his preceptor on 
the blackboard, and appending beneath a set of verses, in which 
the offences of that individual were set forth with more force 
than eloquence and with even less regard for propriety than 
metre. But John rose superior to all his petty troubles, left 
school and college, and entered journalism and fulfilled the 
Eminent’s prophecy by sueceeding. Chiefly because he deserved 
it, he was created F.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ pre- 
sented Ww him December 12ti, 1891." —Lebrets Jz roved. 


Why, sir, I made the frame myself ! me Bluchers had come ! 


A PAINFUL EXPERIMENT. 


the gleave down ‘is neck’ole an' I'll nip ‘old of ‘is skull with the spread, ‘Au! im 
in with the boat’ook, ‘Arry."——(4). “Yes, mum, us did ‘ave to play ‘im wonderfu 
‘Mazin’ strong in the fin ‘e wor, "Ad to pretty nigh drownd ‘im afore us could 
abvord. Thanky, mum.” “This is a colt and cheerless world,” said clerkle 
chattering teeth, as hatless, torn and bleeding he tottered homewards, “a remaic 
! world. But you don't catch me trying to leave it again ina hurry, to be broug if 
back in such a matter-of-fact, not to say painful, style. as that is, to say the least, 
not quite the cheese. Not for all the girls in Christendom.” 


al). “ Heartless girl!" cried Clerklet, “since you spurn my honest love and thirty 
bob a week, T will end my blighted existence and seck oblivion in yonder placid 
waves!’ And he made tracks for the river. (2). "Oh! if you please,” observed 
the cruel fair one a moment later to Bob Snaggs, Who was just going ont fish poach- 
ing with a few pals, “there's a gentleman who is ‘not quite right in his head,’ you 
know, has fallen into the river over there, and I'll give you half a crown if you'll fetch 
him out for me.” “Right yer har, mum,” replied Bob; “you needn't see no fear! | 
Us'll ‘ave ‘im hout, dead or alive, do what he will."——(3). “Now then, Bill, you job | 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. UNCTUOUS. POETICAL. 


“ Lor’, it must be a great nuisance, Miss 'Etty, to ‘ave ter dry 
yer ‘air that way. Wouldn't yer like ter be able ter ‘ang it on 
the line, like mine?” 


| 
| 
! 
' 
| 


“Is Mr. Spicer at home?" “ Yes, mum, but yon can't sce him, 
‘cos he’s sitting in the refrigerator to cool.” 


“How rude ye are, how mighty und how free.” 


No, 13.—Madge. | own Julia had arranged to meet him at this very 


“'Ullo, guv'nor, what d'yer use for the complcxion, mastic 
varnish, or light drying-oil?” { 
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